"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

SALLY. Oh sir, the only one I can remember was on
my sixth birthday. My father gave me sixpence: a
penny for every year.

NEWTON. Six from twentyfour is eighteen. He owes
you one and sixpence. Remind me to give you one and
sevenpence on your next birthday if you are a good
girl. Now be off.

SALLY. Oh, thank you, sir. \Shegoes out].

NEWTON. My father, who died before I was born,
was a wild, extravagant, weak man: so they tell me.
I inherit his wildness, his extravagance, his weakness,
in the shape of a craze for figures of which I am most
heartily ashamed. There are so many more important
things to be worked at: the transmutations of matter,
the elixir of life, the magic of light and color, above
all, the secret meaning of the Scriptures. And when
I should be concentrating my mind on these I find
myself wandering off into idle games of speculation
about numbers in infinite series, and dividing curves
into indivisibly short triangle bases. How silly! What
a waste of time, priceless time!

MRS BASH AM. There is a Mr Rowley going to call
on you at half past eleven.

NEWTON. Can I never be left alone? Who is Mr
Rowley? What is Mr Rowley?

MRS BASH AM. Dressed like a nobleman. Very tall.
Very dark. Keeps a lackey. Has a pack of dogs with
him.

NEWTON. Oho! So that is who he is! They told me
he wanted to see my telescope. Well, Mrs Basham, he
is a person whose visit will be counted a great honor to
us. But I must warn you that just as I have my terrible